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JANE ... 


GOES BACK TO SCHOOL 


She had a funny feeling being back 
there again. Wheeling her bike 
through the partially open iron gates 
and into the deserted yard. A funny 
eerie feeling with the place empty, 
deserted, the blank windows of the 
main building staring vacantly at her 
on this still, breezeless August 
morning. 


Back to school. Which Jane had left 
less than four weeks ago thinking she 
would never be back here. And now ... 
here she was already. Back on this 
warm Wednesday morning with no 
one here except herself. And Mr 
Milport of course. Presumably. Mr 
Milport would be here because he had 
arranged to meet Jane at school. His 
car would be round the back in the 
staff car park — unless he had walked 
of course. 


Mr Milport. He had been Head of 
English. And still was of course. He 
would be back in September no doubt, 
just like before. Droning on in a bored 
way as he had for donkey’s years. 
Droning on and no doubt eyeing the 
good-looking girls. Only of course 
Jane wouldn't be there, not in 
September. She had left. And she didn’t 
yet have a job. 


That was why she wanted to see Mr 
Milport. About a reference. Jane had 
phoned him. And Mr Milport had said 
.. Yes. Come over to the school. He 
would see her there. See about a 
reference. The Headmaster’s study he 
had said. 


Jane wheeled her bike across the hot 
sun-drenched yard, conscious of the 
windows which all seemed to be 
staring at her. It was as if the school 
was alive, the windows its eyes all 
silently watching her. Staring silently 
at this girl who had come back in the 
summer holidays to disturb its peace. 
Jane shivered: It was a stupid thought. 
It was just an empty old school. Except 
for Mr Milport who would be in the 
Head’s room round the side. 


Jane parked her bike in the cycle shed. 


Hopefully her meeting with Mr 


Milport wouldn’t take long. She wasn’t 
at all looking forward to it. For one 


thing it was somewhat shaming to 
have to come back and ask for a 
reference because you couldn't find a 
job. And the other thing was ... Mr 
Milport. He had that way of looking at 
you. Looking at a pretty girl, that was. 
Eyeing you. His eyes observing a girl’s 
body through her dress. And not just 
eyeing either. Mr Milport could say 
things too. Some girls had even said, 
whispered, that if Mr Milport got 
something on you, found out 
something, a guilty secret perhaps, he 
would ... Breathless little giggles as to 
what Mr Milport would do. 


Jane didn’t really believe those 
whispered things. But she would 
certainly rather not be coming here to 
see Mr Milport on this quite hot 
August morning. It certainly wasn’t 
her choice. She had phoned the Head 
first of all but he said he was going 
away — and told her to contact Mr 
Milport. Mr Milport wasn’t going 
away. 


The side door was unlocked as Mr 
Milport said it would be. Jane pushed 
it open and there she was, back in 
school again. That sudden special 
smell: not really unpleasant and 
nothing you could really put your 
finger on. Just a sort of musty old 
building smell that immediately 
brought back a vivid sensation of all 
those lessons. When no doubt if Jane 
had concentrated more she wouldn’t 
be here now, she would have got those 
O Levels and went already have a nice 
job somewhere. 


She went up the stairs. On tiptoe 
almost to lessen the sense ofher shoes 
echoing in the empty building. Empty 
except... 


‘Come in.’ 


Jane’s tentative knock at the door 
answered after a little space: two 
seconds perhaps. But long enough for 
the fleeting thought to come that Mr 
Milport wasn’t here, there had been 
some mistake and if she quickly 
retreated ... But it was just wishful 
thinking. Mr Milport was in there 
alright. Waiting for her. Jane had to 
open the door. 


‘Ah yes, Jane. Close the door. And 
come over here.’ 


Yes, Mr Milport, sitting behind the 
Head’s desk. With that familiar 
quizzical look behind his glasses. The 
eyes glinting at her. He had on a sports 
shirt, not his usual dark suit but 
otherwise it was just the same. As if she 
had never left. 


‘Come on Miss. Don’t dawdle. Round 
here where I can see you. Just because 
you've left school doesn’t mean you're 
any different, you know. And certainly 
not if you want a reference. Oh dear 
me no. 


Jane shuffled forward. Mr Milport was 
indicating the spot next to him. ‘1 ... 
well I just wanted a short reference, 
she muttered. 


‘know what you want young lady.’ Mr 
Milport reached out to grab Jane’s 
skirt and pull her close. ‘Or rather 
what you think you want. Because 
maybe you really want something else. 


* Eh Jane? Maybe you really want your 


knickers taking down and your 
bottom given a sharp spanking.’ 


The words came as a cold shock. All 
those vague thoughts about Mr 
Milport abruptly crystallising. He had 
never actually said anything like that 
to her at school of course. Nothing as 
outright as that. But then seconds later 
there was an even greater shock. Mr 
Milport’s hand. 

It had taken hold of her bottom. Jane 
made a gasping sound. The hand was 
firmly there, gripping the near-side 
cheek of her bottom through her thin 
summer skirt. Another shocked gasp 
and she stumbled backwards, getting 
her bottom away. 


‘Get back here!’ Mr Milport’s works 
barking out. ‘Didn’t I tell you to stand 
right here? Immediately! 1 thought 
you wanted a reference?’ 


Jane hesitated. Still feeling that hand 
gripping her bottom. And if she 
stepped in close again Mr Milport was 
going to do the same thing, she knew 
he was. Take hold of her bottom again. 
But ... she needed the reference. 


‘That’s it. A girl’s got to do exactly as 
she’s told if she wants a nice reference. 
Come on here. 


He was tugging at Jane’s skirt, getting 
her in really close. And then the hand 
was there again. On her bottom. She 
shuddered ... but this time didn’t jerk 


away. 


“That's better. Mmm? Being sensible.’ 
The hand was stroking Jane’s bottom. 
You're a big girl now. And big girls 
have got to be sensible. Yes. I see ... 
you've got knickers on. Under the 
skirt. You didn’t think ... it would be 
sensible to leave them off? Come to 
see me without any knickers on? Eh 
Jane. Just to show that you were a nice 
friendly girl.’ 


Jane is shaking. Her whole body. The 
possibility of this sort of thing had 
entered her mind beforehand but had 
been quickly dismissed. No,. there 
couldn't be anything like that. Those 
silly whispers from certain giggly girls. 
No. But now... 


She stutters some sort of answer. The 
hand is mounding the full flesh of her 
bottom. 


Mr Milport’s voice, softly: ‘Ever had it 
spanked, Jane dear? This lovely 
bottom. I don’t suppose any of the 
other masters was ever so bold — or 
so overcome with hot desire as to 
give it a thorough spanking? Eh? Or a 
nice hot caning perhaps?’ 


Jane is feeling slightly faint. No ... I... 
No...’ 


‘Well you should have, Miss. All that 
time at school that you wasted. Gazing 
out of the window. Or just dreaming. I 
would have loved to have given you a 
good hard walloping then. Got you out 
in front ofthe class — with all the boys 
present of course. And really spank the 
daylights out of you. Over my lap with 
your skirt up round your waist and 
your knickers down. Eh? And all the 
boys no doubt with their eyes popping 
out of their heads. At the fantastic sight 
of Jane Simpkins's bare bottom. don't 
you think that would have done her a 
whole lot of good, Jane dear? 


Jane can't answer. She is feeling sick. 
Faint. At Mr Milport’s hand which 
hasn't stopped its groping and 
mauling. And at his words. The things 
he is saying. 

The hand clenches on the full meat of 
Jane's right buttock. The soft, 
caressing voice again. ‘And it’s never 
too late, eh Jané? We can do it now. 
Before I write out that reference 
which will be nice and flattering, and 
maybe not strictly accurate. But if 
you're going to have your bottom 
smacked that’s alright I suppose. OK? 
So take your knickers off, Miss. Right 
off. And we'll give that lovely bum 
something to think about. OK?’ 


Jane is feeling faint now. The room is 
hot, airless it seems. And beginning to 
tilt, sway. It is what girls sometimes 
whispered of course. Those hot, 
breathless whispers in the cloakroom. 
This. What Mr Milport is saying now. 
He had smacked girls’ bottoms. 
Secretly of course. No one could know 
because of course he wasn’t allowed 
to: you couldn’t smack a girl’s bottom. 
But the girl, whoever it was, wasn’t 
going to tell because of whatever it 
was Mr Milport had on her. And so 
therefore he could do it. 


Jane hadn't believed the whispers. She 
thought some girls just liked to say 
things like that. But now ... Now she 
-can guess it was true alright. Unless by 
some faint chance Mr Milport could be 
joking. 


No. There isn’t any chance of that. 


‘Come on Jane. I mean it. You should 
have had it before, and preferably in 
front of a class of gawping boys. But we 
do unfortunately have these silly 
regulations. Not now though, eh? Not 
now you’re left. You don’t really 

- deserve a good reference, Jane Dear. 
But I am going to give you one. After 
Dve given you a good spanking. On 
your lovely bare bottom. And after 
that, Jane ... After that a few strokes of 
the cane as well.’ 


She can't believe it. Not that last bit: a 
caning! Not that Jane can really 
believe any of this, in spite of the 
whispers. But she needs the reference. 
For next week, for her interview. And 
there’s only Mr Milport. So that means 


What’s it like to have your bare bottom 
spanked? at 18. Mr Milport’s hand 
spanking her bare bottom. And then ... 
that unthinkable other. 


‘Come on, young lady. It’s nothing to 
be worried about. And no one else is 
ever going to know of course. It’s 
going to be our little secret. So come 
` on. Get them off”. 
The reference. Just think about the 
reference. Nothing else. That is what 
Jane tells herself. Because she’s got to 
do it. Take her knickers down. And off. 
he wants them right off. Mr Milport 
confirms this little detail as with a curt 
shake of the head he makes clear that 
just down will not be good enough. 
Yes, right off. She tries to shut her 
mind as she does it. Sliding them 
down. Jane’s brief white kickers 
coming down. Appearing below the 
hem of her blue summer skirt and on 


down her slim bare legs. And then off 
over first one and then the other of her 
sandals. Stumbling, almost falling over 
in the process because her legs are 
shaky, like matchstick legs, not 
wanting to support her. 


“That's it. That's a good girl. Put them 
on the desk. Then come here again. 
Here.’ 


Close up to him Mr Milport means. 
Jane has stepped back to take her 
knickers off and she is out of grabbing 
range. She shuffled reluctantly 
forward. jane’s head is filled with the 
awfulness of what is to happen, there is 
no way she can help thinking about it. 
Over Mr Milport’s lap with her bottom 
bare. And then, what, bend over the 
desk or something? To have her 
bottom caned: 


“Ah .. aaah.’ 


“Keep still. Just .. ah getting 
acquainted.’ His hand is going up the 
back of Jane’s skirt. It is on the back of 
one bare thigh. She puts her hand on 
the desk. For support because her legs 
are trembling so. The hand sliding up 
the back of her warm thigh. It is going 


-up ... to her bare bottom. 


“Good girl. Yes this is what we want. A 
girl with her bottom bare. To have it 
dealt with, eh? As you certainly should 
have had it dealt with before. Two or 
three nice stinging cuts with the cane, 
young lady. That would have stopped 
all that dreaminess.. Eh? Boys I 
suppose. Dreaming about boys. 
lan Gillings. Yes?’ 


The hand is fully on Jane’s bare bottom 
now. Caressing the silky bare flesh. She 
leans more heavily on the desk. As Mr 
Milport begins talking about lan 
Mr Milport knows that lan isJane's 
boyfriend, as anyone who was at all 
interested would know. lan has 
been her boyfriend for the last two 
years, though only in a ‘serious’ way 
for less than twelve months. But Mr 
Milport bas been interested. More 
than once in Jane’s last term he made 
little remarks. Remarks. that could 
have a double meaning; designed to 
make a girl blush. But what he is saying 
now is not just with a double meaning, 
there is only one meaning. 

‘I assume you were doing it pretty 
regularly withdear lan throughout 
the whole: of last year, Miss. And that 
can certainly have an effect on a girl’s 
powers of concentration. Having hada 
boy’s erect penis up her the night 
before. Yes? Aren’t I correct? Don’t 


bother to deny it.’ 


As Mr-Milport speaks he is continuing 


to fondle Jane's bare bottom. Feeling 


the ripe jut of the thrusting buttocks. 
Sliding his fingers in the deep cleft 
between the soft cheeks. Jane tries to 
produce some stuttery words of denial 
but Mr Milport brushes them aside. 
And says that if she doesn’t admit it he 
will double what she is going to get 
with the cane. Six strokes rather than 
three. And make sure she really feels 
the second set of three. 


To avoid that dreadful possibility Jane 
says what Mr Milport wants; even 
though it isn’t true. She and lan 
only really started doing it right at the 
end of term, partly as a result of Jane’s 
realisation that she was going to fail 
the exams. She had done it in a way to 
keep hold of lan with the 
knowledge that she was going to leave 
school without any qualifications. 


Mr Milport is triumphant at having got 
this confession from Jane. And says, on 
second thoughts he is going to give 
her the six with the cane anyway. For 
her initial lying. 


Jane thinks she is going to cry. She is 
sure she is going to cry. But instead she 
lets out a sharp yelp: as the fingers 
fondling her bottom give it a painful 
pinch. The hand comes away. Sliding 
down out of her skirt. Because Mr 
Milport is now ready. Or let us say he 
can’t wait any longer. Even though 
messing about with Jane’s bare bottom 
and making her talk about her sexual 
habits is most enjoyable. But no, he 
can’t wait any longer. for the real 
business. Getting Jane over his lap for 
a Start. 


He slides himself back in the 
Headmaster’s chair, away from the 
desk to give himself room. And 
beckons Jane close again. Yes, she is to 
get down over his lap. For a second she 
feels a surge of panic and the desperate 
desire to turn and run, back down the 
stairs and out into the yard and away. 
But she can’t do that. Not if she wants 
the reference. No, she can only do it, 
accept it. However dreadful. And Jane 
does that. Coming forward and 
lowering herselí. 

Down over Mr Milport’s lap. The 
masculine smell of his trousers. The 
masculine. feel too: an unmistakable 
hard bulge in the centre which when 
Jane feels she tries not to push herself 


‘against. But she has no choice because 


Mr Milport is handling her, pushing 
her intoa the precise position he 


10 


wants. And then jerking up the blue 
summer skirt and her white slip. 
Baring the twin pale moons of Jane’s 
marvellous bottom. 


Jane grits her teeth. The fainty feeling 
is back, stronger now. As Mr Milport’s 
hand fondles her bottom again, but 
this is only the prelude: the brief 
prelude. To ... 


SPLATT!! 


The hand cracking hard down. 
Knocking the breath out of her. 
Knocking out also the fainty feeling 
because the fiercely stinging crack 
immediately dispels any such 
sensation. 


SPLATTT!! 


A second cracking in onto Jane's now 
scarlet-palm-printed buttocks. And a 
third. She is making desperate, 
shuddering cries but as Mr Milport's 
hand continues to slam in there is of 
course no one to hear. No one except 
Mr Milport. And perhaps the school 
itself. The empty building with its 
vacant window. 


Eyes which ifit has a life ofits own can 
hear, perhaps with silent satisfaction, 
the sound of this pretty girl receiving 
the treatment that some would say all 
pretty girls should get. 


MUCH, MUCH WORSE. 


The spanking was dreadful. It hurt and 
it was dreadfully humiliating. Having 
a man do that to you. His hand 
thudding into your bare bottom. But 
the cane. 


When that cane sliced into your bare 
bottom you wondered if it hadn’t cut 
you in two. Ifit had gone right through 
you like a knife through butter. The 
pain was ... impossible. 


Lying across the Headmaster’s desk. 
Which Mr Milport in a businesslike 
way first cleared of papers, etc.So that 
there was space for Jane to stretch 
herself across it, gripping the far edge 
with both hands so that she stayed in 
position. A girl needed to do that if she 
wasn’t used to taking a hard caning, Mr 
Milport said. If she wasn’t used to 
having her bare bottom caned it was 
essential to hang on to something or 
she wouldn't be able to stay still like he 
wanted her. 


And that was true of course. It was 
almost impossible to stay like that 
when you were hanging on to the desk 
edge. When that quite impossible cane 
cut in. 


He did give her six. Six awful, awful 
cuts of the cane on Jane’s bare bottom. 


Somehow she straightened up at the 
end of it. Her skirt falling back down 
into place over her red-hot bottom. 


Her hands going to it. Wanting to hold 
her burning bottom but at the same 
time not because it was too impossibly 
painful to touch. 


Gasping for breath. Not able to see 
properly because of course her eyes 
were all wet with hot tears. 


The only thing she could think was 
that it was over. And she could get her 
reference now. And go. 


But then. 
Mr Milport said: 
No. 


Smiling he said No. 

Jane could come round to his house 
tomorrow. He would give her the 
reference then. 

After he had given her another caning. 


END 
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The six man panel discussed the 
various options left open to them 
regarding the abysmal affair of Sally 
who was now standing crestfallen 
before them. 


She thought that they might at least 
address her remarks towards her and 
not speak about her as though she was 
anonentity. She did have feelings too, 
she felt rather self sympathetically, 
but several shook their heads sadly, 
but others seemed ready and willing 
to give her a “last chance”. 


“It is all her parents fault,” one 
bewhiskered member said. 
“Of course, of course,” the other 
growled. 


The absent parents then came in for a 
slating and still Sally stood before 
them fidgeting from one foot to the 
other. The tenseness had made her 
want to wee now, and that was not 
helping her acute discomfort. She 
could not very well put her hand up as 
she did when she was a school girl and 
asked to be excused. Such an act 
would be unthinkable. 


“You may go outside Sally,” the 
President told her. “We will call you 
back when we have made a decision.” 


What a Godsend she thought as a 
uniformed woman led her outside. 


“I want to go to the loo,” she told the 
attractively dressed woman. 


Just as though she was a prisoner she 
thought shamefully as she squatted 
and wee’d away 


Even in this she was allowed no 
privacy. Just as though she was a 
prisoner she thought shamefully as 
she squatted and wee’d away. Still the 
woman, slightly enjoying Sally’s 
shame, stood there and watched. 
Then it was back to waiting outside 
the large portal of the room she had 
just vacated. 


“You need not feel so ashamed. 
Where they are thinking of sending 
you, there will be a constant 
surveillance of every thing that you 
do,” the woman did not help placate 
the fears and worries one little bit. 


A buzzer sounded and once again she 
was led back into that awful, severe 
atmosphere. 


“Sally,” the elder of the men 


addressed her. 


“Yes, sir,” her voice did not have the 
same self assurance that she was 
known to have. 


“WE have decided to send you to 
Miss Turnbull’s establishment.” 


This meant nothing to the errant girl. 


“Yes, sir,” she knew she had to say 
something. 

“You will spend two weeks with Miss 
Turnbull and depending on the report 
she sends back will help us make a 
decision on your future. If she reports 
that you were well behaved and did 
exactly as you are told; no arguments, 
no slackness in obedience and that 
you show her that you can be a well 
behaved young lady, then we shall let 
you off with a caution. BUT, Sally, if 
she gives us one word of complaint 
about you, just even the slightest 
suggestion that you are unable to 
conform to her methods, and she even 
suggests that you are not ready for a 
cautionary release then you will go 
away to a place far worse than you can 
imagine for three years. Do you 
understand?” 


“Oh yes, sir. Thank-you, sir. I shan’t 
let you down,” she was relieved and 
wanted them to know that she was 
grateful for this chance. 


“We shall see,” said one old grouch. 
“You will have to try very hard to 
please Miss Turnbull,” it came as a 
warning, she thought. 


“I will, sir. I promise I really will,” she 
was eager to convince them. She had 
no idea what the Miss Turnbull 
syndrome meant, but whatever it was, 
Sally knew she would rather have two 
weeks of being meek and obedient 
than three years in a place “far 
worse”. 


Six elderly, grey haired heads nodded 
with their own thoughts as they 
studied the tightly clad bottom of 
Sally as she was led away by a secretly 
smiling uniformed court attendant. 


Two lady officers took her to Miss 
Turnbull’s residence and she sat in the 
back with the woman who had 
watched her in the loo. 


“I think you are in for a lively two 
weeks,” the one in the driving seat 
told her. 


“Lively is hardly a word I would 


describe,” the one next to Sally 
laughed at some private joke. 


Sally felt decidedly uncomfortable as 
though she was missing out on some 
private joke. The words of the 
president of the panel of me still rang 
in her ears. And she certainly had 
promised that she would be on her 
best behaviour. It seemed right now 
that trying to be on her best behaviour 
was not going to be the necessary 
solution. There was something very 
underlying threat to her as far as this 
Miss Turnbull was concerned. 


Well at least, Sally reasoned, she can’t 
eat me! And if I make my mind to 
really do as I am told then there will 
be no compliant and I shall be free of 
it all. 

There was certainly nothing sinister 
about this place and Sally felt that they 
had been pulling her leg slightly 


What’s a fortnight anyway; a fortnight 
of doing as Miss Turnbull told you to 
do? They turned off the main road at 
last and they were driving along a very 
secluded country lane with a red brick 
wall running along one side of it. 
When they came to the cast iron 
gates, ornate in design, the driver 
swung in and the gates seemed to 
open automatically. Attractive 
gardens lay perfectly laid out on each 
side of the gravel path and then Sally 
saw the very attractive house. There 
was certainly nothing sinister about 
this place and Sally felt that they had 
been pulling her leg slightly, although 
there was the nagging thought that the 
elderly men on the panel had 
emphasised that she must be on 
model type behaviour and one wrong 
woprd or even suggestion of 
wilfulness, bad behaviour or 
disobedience from Miss Turnbull 
would end Sally’s freedom for three 
years. 


“Good afternoon Miss Turnbull,” the 
escort greeted the woman who 
answered the front door. “Sally 
Peters”. 


“Oh yes, you are later than I 
expected,’ Miss Turnbull, a rather 
youngish looking woman smiled at 
them. ’ 


Sally felt quite relieved to be in such 
marvellous surroundings and Miss 
Turnbull was a peach of a woman. 
Dressed a little severely perhaps in a 
tight austere skirt and blouse, but she 
wore a medallion which Sally could 
not quite make out. As she led, the 
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escort and Sally followed. It was an 
automatic reaction on Sally’s part to 
study the slim but very lovely figure of 
Miss Turnbull. Such a delightful 
personality too, Sally thought. 


You will have a bath in the room next 
to the pink room, and you will change 
into uniform 


“Now Sally, run upstairs. You're 
room is at the end of the corridor, the 
pink door. You will have a bath in the 
room next to the pink room, and you 
will change into uniform. White 
knickers for now,” Miss Turnbull told 
her. 


Sally’s face went shades red but she 
turned to climb the stairs and felt a 
distinct pat on both her bum cheeks 
which helped her to open her eyes 
wide. She bit her tongue just in the 
nick of time. 


The uniform was nothing really 
startling except that it consisted of a 
white top, a pair of white knickers, a 
skirt and white half length socks. 

The shoes were good black leather, 
half heels and these were also very 
well made and nothing so far to startle 
the newcomer to Miss Turnbulls. 


Sally admitted that she felt very 
refreshed after her bath and a change 
of clothes despite the fact that the 
garments were a regimented type of 
uniform. She left the small quite 
nicely decorated room with its double 
sized bed, this she thought would at 
least ensure she slept comfortable. 
The bed was large enough for two! 


The escort had left by the time she 
descended the stairs and she was 
wondering which way to turn when a 
door opened and the smiling, nice 
Miss Turnbull put in an appearance. 


“In here Sally. We have to have a 
chat,” she indicated her front room. 


Sally was not invited to sit down 
although Miss Turnbull made herself 
comfortable in an easy chair. 


“Now you are Sally Peters. Twenty | 
years of age. And you are to stay here 
for two weeks,” Miss Turnbull looked 
up from the manila coloured folder 
and she was waiting for a reaction. 


“Yes, Miss,” Sally squirmed and she 
did not know why except perhaps it 
was because Miss Turnbull had her 
“case history” in front of her. 


“The panel had explained to you, 
have they not that whilst you are here 
you are to be very obedient ... all the 
time.” 


“Yes, Miss,” Sally went beetroot 
again. 


You are not to argue, protest or do 
anything which I consider 
contradictory to my orders 


“In a little while I shall take you to the 
lessons room. Now, Sally, whilst you 
are in this residence, you are not to 
argue, protest or do anything which I 
consider contradictory to my orders. 
Do you understand that?” 


Miss 


Turnbull let her smile vanish and Sally 
saw the other side of the woman 
fleetingly show like venom darts from 
the eyes. 


“Yes, Miss,” she shivered. 


“And that means ANYTHING Sally. 
It is not for you to even to try to 
understand why I shall demand 
certain poses and little bodily tasks; 
but I will reiterate what the panel told 
you. Whilst you are here, you will 
obey without question, respond 
immediately and if you try. No, let me 
say if you do exactly as I tell you, then 
I can assure you, you will earn your 
freedom. If I find you are trying to 


please me without even thinking why 
you are doing so, then you and I will 
get along fine.” 

Sally was beginning to build-up a 
mental picture of Miss Turnbull. 
Several times during the introductory 
lecture, the woman’s eyes had glinted 
and the smile had been wiped from 
her face. 


“Now let us go into the “lesson” 
room”. 


Sally had not expected an education; 
her own pass marks at school had 
been pretty high. 


The room was not overly large and it 
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had just a chair and a table type desk 
with a drawer. 


“Now Sally open the drawer and hand 
me the things you find in it.” 


Sally opened the drawer calmly 
enough and then stood staring wildly 
and disbelievingly at the contents. A 
cane! A tawse to accompany it!! Oh 
Lord. She was not naive. She knew 
exactly what she was looking at and 
she knew exactly what they were 
going to be used for and where they 
would be applied. She felt the cheeks 
of her roundly shaped bum pull in 
automatically at the sight of the 
drawer. — 


“T am waiting Sally,” the nice Miss 
Turnbull’s voice had turned very 
steely. In wooden reaction, Sally’s 
hand went forward and very gingerly 
she held the undersirable cane and 
tawse and she was pleased to release 
them to the care of her mentor. 


“You know what these are, of 
course,” Sally heard the voice, 
recognised the authoritarian attitude 
and nodded. 


“Well do you or don’t you?” 


“Yes, Miss,” the voice was just 
audible. 


Three years with other women who 
would eat her alive and transform her 
into a raving lesbian pawn 


Oh please do not let her use them on 
my bottom. I don’t think I like the 
idea of her being able to punish my 
bum with those, she prayed. Yet there 
was the alternative. Three years with 
other women who would eat her alive 
and transform her into a raving 
lesbian pawn for their pleasure if she 
was sent away. And in those places, 
Sally knew they used really harsh 
implements to punish the inmates. 


Now let me see what you look like 
bending over properly.” 


Sally was close to the wall and she was 
facing it too. She reached down so 
that her hands were on her knees. At 
least she still wore the skirt. Her legs 
were really like jelly as she made the 
purposeful attitude of shaping her 
bottom for punishment. 


“Now make your bottom very 
round,” Miss Turnbull insisted. 


Chewing her lip as the crazy situation 
developed into a live nightmare, Sally 
discovered herself doing just as the 
woman told her to do. The chubby 
cheeks of her bum, still covered, 
thank heaven, in skirt and knickers 
roundly presented itself. 


“OW!!! 
YEEEEEK!!!” 


AAAGHER!! 


Sally had never been so surprised in 
her whole life. She had not even heard 
the cane whistling. Nothing had given 


‘her the chance to prepare for that one 


single line of biting fire that flashed 
across the cheeks of her bottom. 


“No we bend again,” Miss Turnbull 
was not very pleased! 


“You will now lift the skirt all the way 
up to your waist, and bend properly 
ankles slightly apart.” 


That crisp stroke had not been all that 
hard, but it had certainly been very 
surprising! 


She had been warned that under no 
circumstances was she to argue, 
protest or complain. This just was not 
fair. That crisp stroke had not been all 
that hard, but it had certainly been 
very surprising! 


It was not so bad having to show one’s 
knickers to another woman, she 
would rather show Miss Turnbull than 
any of those nasty men on the panel, 
but it was shame filling all the same 
when one considered that she was 
revealing herself like this for the 
express purpose of getting the cane 
across her bottom. 


“Yaaaaaaeeee,” came dutifully from 
her mouth as the next stroke came 
down. Not exactly in the same place, 
but it might just as well have been. 


Then she was led to the table to bend 
over that. 


“Thrust back Sally,” she heard. 


This nice Miss Turnbull was going to 
be able to have a ball with her bottom 
if she so chose! 


Like a demented soul she obeyed 
reluctantly. This nice Miss Turnbull 
was going to be able to have a ball 
with her bottom if she so chose! She 
responded to the caning in that 
position in exactly the same way, 
voricifully. Then she was bending over 
the back of a chair. 


/ 
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“NNNNNNGGGOOOOW,” she 
wriggled her heating cheeks 
| vigorously. 


“Now you will kneel on the chair.” 


Sally was aching to beg, to plead, to 
do and say anything to avoid the 
continuation of these “lessons” but all 
the time her mind was filled with the 
Sombre warning of the “bench” 
panel. 

As she knelt on the chair, her 
throbbing bum roundly and properly 
presented her white knickers now 
very tightly stretched so that the full 
contours of her bottom could be seen, 
Miss Turnbull’s hand stroked over the 
white material and Sandy did get a 
little relief from the carressing 
soothing sensations of a hand stroking 
the symetric nates. That lasted a short 
while because both cheeks were 
smacked then. Sally was so surprised 
she forgot to cry out. 


“Oh... please,” it was asound of pure 
begging. 


Sally felt her knickers being pulled 
down. 


“I beg your pardon?” Miss Turnbull 
was snapping in surprise. 


“Tm sorry,” Sally hastily corrected a 
stupid and thoughtless response to 
having her knickers eased down over 
the fiery zones. 


Then she was bare bummed. How 
awful. How absolutely degrading she 
thought as her knickers were allowed 
to remain like a tight long white line 
immediately beneath the curve of her 
buttocks. The bridge of white cloth 
only served to emphasise the sheer 
nakedness of the buttocks 
themselves. It was terrible to have to 
just stay like that, burning bum 
backwardly pushing and Miss 
Turnbull stroking the skin in small 
circular carresses. 


Spank. Spank ... Spank ... Spank.... 
Spank. 


Fire instilling palm smacks came 
down on alternate cheeks to make 
Sally feel more and mere shame at 
being treated so childishly. And then 
she was told to bend right over the 
chair back so that her bottom was 
rudely upthrust and Miss Turnbull 
was able to deliver more and more fire 
to the scorched cheeks. 


“Another position I may wish to 


spank you is over my knees,” she 
announced. To explain what she 
meant, she sat on the chair where 
Sally’s knees had made the necesary 
gesticulation to authority and as Sally 
“mmmffd mfffff'd ... mffffPd” she 
was placed fair and square over the 
austere women’s lap. This was just as 
bad as any other position. This was 
the posture for a child not a twenty 
year old young woman. 

Real small waves coursed through 
young Sally’s body as she had to stay 
ignomonously positioned over the 
other woman’s lap and then she had to 
stay there whilst her bare bottom was 
given further reminders of what 
happens to naughty young ladies. 


Tomorrow we shall try the other type 
of knickers ... the tight plastic ones.” 
Miss Turnbull had eased the 
throbbing bottom up and then told 
her to go to her room. 


“I shall be up soon and we shall have 
a conversation.” 


Sally could not get out of the lesson 
room fast enough, she almost fell over 
as her knickers started to descent with 
each step and caught up in her hastily 
retreating legs. 


Heaven alone knows where it will all 
end. It had only just started 


In the pink room, Sally sat on the edge 
of the over large bed and sobbed in 
her misery. This was awful, just too 
awful for words. And she had to suffer 
two weeks of this. Two weeks of doing 
whatever Miss Turnbull decided to 
do. Heaven alone knows where it will 
all end. It had only just started, and 
Sally felt there was a lot to go yet 
before she could even begin to 
envisage the end of the fortnight. Miss 
Turnbull had her in any way she 
wanted, and Sally knew that it would 
be absolutely useless complaining. 
They would call her an ungrateful 
wretch for not taking advantage of 
their good nature in trying to get her 
to adapt herself for the freedom they 
were prepared to offer. And that was 
the only saving grace she could think 
of. 


She heard thé steady tread that 
heralded Miss Turnbull’s approach. 
Should she stand up? Yes, perhaps 
she should. The white knickers were 
now back in place and so was the skirt. 
She brushed the imaginary crease 
from the skirt and stood there. Her 
eyes were dry now, but her bum still 
felt the soreness although she began 


to realise that she had not been given 
a REAL hard tanning. There had 
been plenty of smacks and they had 
been delivered in various positions, 
but they had not been what one would 
call HARD. 


“Now Sally, strip will you?” 

Sally stood again dumbfounded. It 
was the second time that day that she 
had been surprised. Once when the 
cane and tawse had appeared in the 


drawer and now, being told quite 
simply, yet still authoritively to take 
her clothes off; all of them! 


Although Miss Turnbull had said 
“Will you”, that did not mean that 
Sally had any choice in the matter. 
The tone had been most austere and 
certain, most dominating and it would 
stand no argument, no protest, no 
nothing except complete and utter 
obedience. 


Still silently sobbing to herself. Sally 
stood before the once again seated 
Miss Turnbull and pulled the upper 
garment over her head. The view of 
her breasts tautening as she reached 
up was a sight that seemed to please 
Miss Turnbull; very nice titties they 
were. And then the skirt was coming 
off. Well there was nothing there that 
Miss Turnbull had not seen. 

knickers 


Even when the were 


reluctantly being thumbed down 
shapely legs, the front view was 
something that had not escaped Miss 
Turnbull’s eyes in the lesson room, 
except this time, the front was being 
exposed at the wish of the dominant 
woman and for a completely different 
reason than to punish the bottom at 
the rear. 


Sally’s arms were a confusion of 
movement. She just did not know 
what to do with them or how she could 
cover her assets! 


“Hands on your head” Miss Turnbull 
solved the problem of what to do with 
nuisance limbs! 


The time spent in the lessons room 
had not been waisted even for the 
short period of time that they had 
spent in there, because, Sally 
although getting more and more 
surprises as the day wore on, reached 
up and even pulled her elbows back ` 
without being told to do so. 


“Now, ankles slightly apart,” Sally 
heard and Sally responded. 


“I want you to stand like that unless I 
wish you to move. Not even the 
slightest movement Sally,” the 
luckless girl could only slightly nod 
that she understood what the seated 
woman was saying. 


The palms at the backs of her legs were 
- held in such a carressing position that 
the finger tips themselves were able to 
trace imaginary lines along the inner 
thighs themselves 


She felt the hands at the backs of her 
knees, and she was that close that 
Miss Turnbull did not have to stretch 
hard. The palms at the backs of her 
legs were held in such a carressing 
position that the finger tips 
themselves were able to trace 
imaginary lines along the inner thighs 
themselves. Up and down the palms 
and fingers carressed and Sally started 
to respond in a most natural fashion 
although she would always deny most 
vehemently that she was no girlie’s 
girl. She was strictly one for the 
males. When the palms were at the 
very tops of the, thighs themselves, 
Sally felt odd little thrills racing into 
her system because the finger tips 
were actually at the small orifice she 
had for sex! She wanted to squirm and 
she wanted to tell Miss Turnbull that 
she was not used to having another 
woman touch her so intimately, but 
thought that discretion in silence was 
by far the best attitude. 
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Sally was really getting heated now, 
because clever knowledgeable digits 
were actually stroking along the soft 
lips secreted between her legs. 


Then those same digits came round to 
the front. 


Sally gasped involuntary as a hand 
gently teased the soft furry hair and 
then actually dipped into the slot 
between her legs. 


“Boys usually do this to you don’t 
they?” 


“Only three boys altogether Miss,” 
Sally’s voice was a sound that not even 
she recognised! 


“You have had three boys doing this 
... Playing with you between your legs 
like this?” Miss Turnbull’s eyes 
opened in shocked surprise and there 
was an accusing look on her face. 


“Yesss, Miss,” Sally felt as though she 
was confessing to some terrible crime. 


“And you liked it?” 
“Aaaah ... yes, Miss,” she moaned. 


The sweet unwanted and uninvited 
thrills were now all invading her soft 
centre area and she was getting over 
excited because even Miss Turnbull 
could feel the warm dampness. 


“But only one boy at a time.” 


“Yes, Miss,” the tone was not more 
strangled, excited even, than ever. 


“And you even do it to yourself 
sometimes.” 


“Aaaah ... yes, Miss,” Sally hated her 
cowardice at being so frightened to 
even tell a little fib. 


“You like playing with yourself?” 


“Sometimes Miss,” she moaned as 
the fingers really did a devastating job 
of destroying Sally’s defence 
mechanism. 

Sally felt how her clitoris was now 
being played with; not harshly, but 
gently and teasingly. Miss Turnbull’s 
hand was now palm uppermost and 
the whole of the sex mouth was being 
caressed but it was the clitoris itself 
that was responding to the pressure of 
the hand now executing a brand of 
pure sexual sweetness that throbbed 
in a constant tidal wave of peaked 
erotica. She found herself easing her 


body towards those fingers, that hand 
and her breathing was exposing the 
sheer randy excitement that she was 
feeling. 


“And how about these pretty titties.” 


Miss Turnbull used her free hand to 
squeeze the firm orbs with the nipples 
shewing like small pips. Sally could be 
aroused through the erogonous zones 
of her breasts, but because she was 
already attuned to a sexual pleasure, 
the hand, when it tease-squeezed the 
bulbous globe caused Sally to whoosh 
the breath from her body. 


From one boob to the other, the free 
hand traversed, but all the time the 
right hand was stroking the soft, hot, 
excited groove between Sally’s legs. 


“Are you going to be a good girl for 
Miss Turnbull?” 


“Yes, oh yes, I will; I swear I will,” 
she choked and moaned. 


“How good Sally,” 


“Pm going to be very good and do 
exactly as you tell me. All the time 
and when you tell me to drop my 
knickers for a spanking or a caning 
then I will show you perfect 
obedience and obeisance,” Sally 
heard the words expressing the 
feelings of her mind. 


“And you will also show me how you 
can really make your naughty bottom 
rounded for the cane won’t you?” 


“Yesss ... yesss, I will, I will,” Sally 
was choping more and more now as 
the heat of her sexuality took over 
completely. 


“Tell me you will,” Miss Turnbull 
now had two fingers buried deep in 
the receptive slot but the thumb 
remained engaged titivating the 
clitoris. 


I will bend and make my naughty 
bottom very round when you tell me to 
so that you will have it properly 
positioned for the cane 


“I will, I swear and promise I will. I 
will bend and make my naughty 
bottom very round when you tell me 
to so that you will have it properly 
positioned for the cane ... or tawse ... 
or for you to spank because I have 
been so very naughty,” Sally knew 
what she was saying but she did not 
know WHY she was saying it. 


It was all due to this randy feeling that 
the supervising woman was invoking. 


Still the cajouling fingers stoked Sally 
into more and more erotic heat than 
she had ever felt before in her whole 


life, and when Miss Turnbull kept her 
hand stiff and still, it was Sally who 
was causing her body to move 
backwards and forwards, so that the 
steaming fruitiness of her body could 
continue to respond to sensations that 


she never thought possible. 


Her fingers gripped her own head 
tightly because she was tempted to 
grab Miss Turnbull’s wrist in an effort 
to encourage the woman to stroke 
harder. The supervisor of the 
establishment knew exactly what 
Sally was going through because she 
had seen it in countless numbers of 
other girls and they all surrendered 
their pride and dignity to the clever 
woman. 


“You may have your bath now Sally,” 
the young woman was disappointed 
that the orgasm that had nearly 
erupted was not to be released. She 
would gladly have stayed here half the 
night being played with by Miss 
Turnbull. 


It took a little longer than usual for 
her to take her nightly bath because 
Miss Turnbull stayed in the bathroom 
whilst she soaped and cleaned her 
whole body. Not even when she wee’d 
she allowed privacy. She had been 
warned that there would be very little 
time when she would be alone and 
withoug supervision, but she felt that 
when she wee’d they would have left 
her to complete her ablutions by 
herself. 


When she was dry, Miss Turnbull 
powdered her all over as she had Sally 
bent over her knee, and this Sally 
found rather shameful. Then she was 
bowed backwards and all her soft 
spots were treated to the scented talc. 


It was all very, very humiliating but 
she was taken back to the bedroom 
where she had discovered a surprising 
delight and pleasure being played 
with by that attractive woman and 
then she was told to get into bed. 


Her first day; the introduction had all 
been very traumatic as far as Sally was 
concerned. She wondered whether she 
ought to play with herself before going 
to sleep 


Miss Turnbull even allowed her to 
kiss her goodnight! Then she was 
alone in the blacked out room. .Her 
first day; the introduction had all been 
very traumatic as far as Sally was 
concerned. She wondered whether 
she ought to play with herself before 
going to sleep; her body was certainly 
on a sexual hype, but she felt that Miss 
Turnbull would be bound to find out if 
she masturbated, so closed her eyes. 
Despite the whole banal introduction 
to the fortnight, she dropped off 


rather quickly and slept the sleep of 
the blessed. 

The lesson room again was occupied 
early next morning. The garb had 


- changed somewhat because Sally did 


not have a skirt. The reddened area of 
her bottom had cleared up quite 


- remarkably since the previous day 


although there were certainly some 
marks on it, and now that same bum 
was filling a pair of tight semi 
transparent panty knickers and the 
material was very tight and taut. 

The stretch were 


tautness and 


“certainly enhanced right now because 


Sally was reaching down for her toes. 


The half length white socks clasped | 


rigid calves as she really tried her best 
to get her fingers all the way down to 
her toes. She was still being taught 
different postures to receive the 
corrective punishments, 
Turnbull had warned her. 


To encourage her, and yet to fill her 
with more dread at the same time, the 
tip of the cane tapped constantly as 
though she might need a reminder of 
the purposeful strength of stinging 
heat it could arouse. 


Miss Turnbull watched, serious faced, 
as the rounded bottom became tauter 
and tauter as it thrust against the 
resisting panty knickers. The shapely 
rear end was just visible through the 


-semi transparency and ‘the waiting 


woman was. quite happy to wait 


patiently until the desired posture had 


~- been attained. She had a view of the 
young Sally that encouraged hu. 


in waiting! 


“Are you touching your toes yen. 
she asked. 


“Yes, yes, Miss,” A strangled sound 
came from Sally’s mouth. 


The cane was still tapping and 


inwardly, Sally’s stomach was filled . 


with the butterflies of her anxiety at 
what she would soon be feeling. 


The whirring sound was no stranger to 
Sally’s ears and the pain that flashed 


‘from one side of her bottom to the 
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other was no stranger either ` 


She was aware that the tapping had | 


ceased. She should have been grateful 
but the cessation of tapping could 


only be the herald forerunner of more | 


serious things to come. And sure as 
fate, that serious state certainly 
started. Almost immediately. The 
whirring sound was no stranger to 


Miss ` 


Sally’s ears and the pain that flashed 
from one side of her bottom to the 
other was no stranger either. But she 


did not want to feel it, she did not. 


want anything right now except for 
the fortnight to be over. 


“Aaaaaaaagher,” 
responded to that heated line on here 
bending bum. 


Her feet started to shuffle. 


“Keep your legs straight, your feet 
still. How can you keep your finger 
tips on your toes if you keep moving 
your feet,” Miss. Turnbull 
remonstrated! The whooshing sound 
of cane rushing viciously through the 
space over Sally’s stretched buttocks 
came once again, and so did the 
inevitable thwaaack and the 
corresponding response. 


“YEEEEEEOW PLEEEEASE ... 
OOOW,” she shrieked as the dancing 
feet and wriggling bottom responded 
in perfect reaction, and properly 


obeyed the submission to fiery lines. _ 


Then it was coming down yet again... 
and again ... and again ... each stroke 
producing a more vigorous protest 
through Sally’s gasping mouth .and 
also the speedier dancing of feet as the 


hips jerked, not just moved now, but . 


really jerked in complaining pain fire. 


When she was told to stand up, she 


thought it might be over. But she was 


told: to take her knickers down and 


this did nothing to ally her fears. As 


she softly sobbed, she thumbed her 
knickers to the regulated height of 
just below the cheeks of her bottom. 
Again, it was a case of facing the wall 
and then bending ninety degrees. 
That cane even came down then and 
further wriggling, protesting 
responses from her mouth, which 
sounded and seemed just the same as 
when she was touching her toes, but 
now her bare bottom was receiving 
the hot thrashing cane. 


“Perhaps you have enough strokes of 
the cane,” Miss Turnbull mused. 
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“F have Miss, I have,” she sobbed. 


“I think I-shall spank you instead,” 
the anguished girl heard. 


She was not sure what she had done to 


- deserve all this punishment, but there 


was just that one constant nagging 
inside her that told her she must not 
argue or protest but must accept. - 


her voice dutifully ` 


‘her. own clothes . off!! 


The spanking was not so severe as the 
caning, but it was equally humiliating 


| as she was bent over Miss Turnbull’s 


lap who was now seated on the small 
desk table. But after both cheeks had 
been fired to a real deep scarlet 
colour, Sally was given the tawse. - 


The leather was like a scalding hot 
length of red hot hide. It was not 
really hot, but the result of twin 
leather tawse straps striping the hot 
cheeks of her bottom certainly felt as 
though a rawness was being 
introduced into her bottom. 

The afternoon was a free afternoon, 
as as she lay, tummy down on the bed, 
the treatment that Miss Turnbull had 
meted out seemed to lull her into a 
sleep. But awakening was not any 
better. Cool, very cool water did little 
to ease the colouring and then she was 
nude once again after the’ supper 
interlude and once again, despite of, 
or maybe because of the thrashing, 
her sexuality was enhanced by Miss 
Turnbull’s fingers on her body. 


“Bath and come back here.” 


The same routine. How many more 
days to go? Ten? Eleven? She felt 
certain that her bottom would not 
hold up for a further ten or eleven 
days. But she had overlooked the 
week-end, so she probably had twelve ° 
or thirteen days to go. 


Miss Turnbull was Shine her own 
clothes off!! ` 


“Into bed,” Miss Turnbull told her. - 
And still she was responding to the 
throbbing in her pussy that Miss 
Turnbull had brought to it. Except 
tonight it seemed randier than ever. 
Then with the bedclothes up to her 
neck, she waited for the light to go 
out. Her blue, blue eyes opened wider . 
and wider. Miss Turnbull was taking 
When the: 
instructoress was down to her skin, 
she reached out and the room plunged 
into . darkness. Sally felt the 
bedclothes being eased back and 
another warm body lay next to her. 
Hands started to feel, to carress and 
to play; As Sally spread her legs wide, 
a soft gasping moan was heard to 
come from her lips. ; 


POOLSIDE PR GIRLS 


The dazzling blue water in the pool 
glints with ever changing patterns in 
the bright afternoon sunlight. 


An attractive dark-haired girl sits with 
a man in the swing-lounger by the side 
of this private swimming pool. The 
girls shapely body is clothed in a 
schoolgirl outfit — white blouse and tie 
and navy skirt, with white knee socks 

“and wedge-heeled sandals — but she is 
not a schoolgirl, not for a year now. 
She is 18. The man could be in his 
thirties, in jeans and casual jacket; tall 
and heavily built with a full black 
beard cropped short.. 


The girl says: ‘She’s really nice. Dark 
and you know, sultry looking. Well of 
course she’s Indian, or something like 
that. But really good-looking. Cecelia. 
And she needs a job.’ 


‘Really nice?’ the man asks. ‘And what 
about hot: is she really hot too? Like 
that Nicole? 


“Aaiieee ...! Do... 000R?! 


The girl who is called Nicole grabs at 
his hand but it is already up under her 
skirt. Pushing between her soft thighs. 
‘No ... Don’t ..' But her struggles are 
not really serious. Because this man 
with the beard who is called Darland 
has given her a job, so the girl Nicole 
can’t afford to be unfriendly. Anyway 
even if she did try to make a serious 
attempt to stop him Vince Darland is a 
big man, twice as strong as she is, and 
if he wants to get his hand up between 
her legs and feel her cunt. 


‘Aaoowww .. Don’t .. please.’ 
‘Is she hot like that hot Nicole?” 


‘Ooooohh! Please . Nichole is not 
keen on being called hot but there is 
not a lot she can do about that either. 
it is just Mr Darland’s little joke. And if 
she wants her job which she does 
Nicole has got to accept little jokes. As 


she’s got to accept that if he wants to 
feel her pussy ... or her tits or bottom 
..' 0000000hh ...! 


Mr Darland’s hand is right there now. 
His fingers stroking along her slit in 
the tight crotch of her knickers. This 
sort of thing gets to a girl. Pretty quick. 
Whether she wants it or not. 


Two fingers slide into the crotch of 
her knickers 


‘Nnngghh ..’ Mr Darland has pulled her 
face round, to kiss her. His big tongue 
pushing forcefully into Nicole’s 
mouth. Two fingers slide into the 
crotch of her knickers and slip into 
her. Into her sticky wetness. 

The kiss breaks off after a bit but the 
fingers stay inside her. ‘What about 
this Cecelia then? A young raver is 
she?’ 


‘No. Oooh!’ the fingers are working in 
her and it’s not easy to concentrate. 
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Never a bottom left 
unblushed as knickers 
come down in the gym, 
study and bedrooms. 


Nicole is getting hot. She shouldn’t 
like it but she can’t help it. ‘No. Not at 
all. She’s sort of quiet. But she really 
wants a job.’ 


A job the same as Nicole’s. Which is 
secretary and PR work. That is what 
Nicole tells people: it sounds quite 


important. The PR side is what it’s 
really about though. ‘A little 
sweetener’ is what Mr Darland calls it. 
Calls her. For his business deals. 
Businessmen. It helps to have a little 
sweetener. A nice young thing who 
although she may squeak ‘Noooo ..’ 
won't actually stop hands, fingers, 


grabbing, feeling, at a girl’s intimate 
bits. And ifit’s a proper deal can also be 
persuaded to accept something else. 
Even if she doesn’t really want to. 
Because that’s what PR work is all 
about. 


‘Quiet? Well that’s alright. A nice quiet 


girl. If she’s a good-looker. And wants 
the work. Eh Nicole! If she likes the 
work.’ 


Nicole’s hips and thighs moving 
rhythmically now against the 
hand. 


Nicole makes a moaning sound. Not 
struggling now. Lying back in the 
lounger, the schoolgirl skirt pushed 
back and her bare thighs slackly open. 
Its really great here by Mr Darland’s 
pool on a hot afternoon with the 
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lovely blue water shimmering and - 


glinting. With Mr Darland’s fingers in 
her hot pussy. Nicole’s hips and thighs 
moving rhythmically now against the 
hand. Which is bringing her off. 
Bringing her up towards a big orgasm.. 


But then he stops. Before she’s there. 
Taking his hand away. Grinning. As 
Nicole is left high and dry. 


“That 11 do for now, hot pants. For the 


moment! And then Mr Darland tells 
Nicole what he wants. ‘And if it's not 
really great, just about the best you’ve 
ever done ... Pm going to throw you in, 
Nicole. With that schoolgirl outfit still 
on. I’m going to give your bare bum a 
good spanking and then throw you in.’ 


‘No!’ she gasps. ‘No!’ At the shock 
thought of being thrown in the water. 
As for what he wants, for her to suck 
him, well, Nicole is hot and turned on. 


His fingers up in her, his thumb 
rubbing her clit, had her up in the air, 
just about going fo come. So the 
thought of it excites her. Having the 
big thing in her mouth. The thought 
hits her right between her hot, sticky- 
wet thighs. 


‘Don’t throw me in,’ she whimpers. 
‘Please ..' Reaching for Mr Darland’s 


zip. 


Mr Darland doesn’t actually throw 
Nicole in but he does make her get in, 
with some of her things on. With her 
knickers and bra and the white knee 
socks still on. After she has knelt 
between his legs and taken it. Sucked 
him off. He says it’s good, pretty good 
— but she needs something, doesn’t 
she, to keep her in order. All young 
girls do. So he takes Nicole’s knickers 
down and spanks her bottom. And 
then makes her get in like that: 
underwear and the socks. Swim up and 
down a few times. it’s OK, nice and 
cool in the blue water. Though it feels 
funny with the knee socks on. 


Nicole comes out and dries herself and 
goes back on the lounger with Mr 
Darland. In the nude now, her body 
nice and cool and tingly after the 
water. He tells her she’s really great, 
she’s got a really great figure. He 
fondles her tits and then sucks her 
nipples which are erect and sticking 
out from the water. 


Mr Darland asks some more about this 
Cecelia. Is she going to be any good at 
PR work? Does she have much idea 
about it yet? Nicole says she isn’t sure, 
but maybe Cecelia has some idea. 
Nicole has sort of indicated. Actually 
she isn’t sure if Cecelia has the idea or 
not. Nicole hasn’t told her anything 
too direct. She’s got a boyfriend of 
course. But then so has Nicole. It’s not 
a problem. Gary doesn’t need to know 
any details about PR work, if she talks 
about her job Nicole always 
emphasises the secretary side. Gary 
isn't a problem so why should 
Cecelia’s be? 


‘Is she a big friend?’ Mr Darland asks. 
And then, ‘Have you made it with her? 


Nicole giggles. No. Of course not.’ But 
she has thought about it, imagined it. 
It is an arousing thought: her own 
nude body and Cecelia’s duskier one 
entwined. Fondling Cecelia’s tits 
which are bigger than her own, with 
excitingly dark nipples. Sucking those 
nipples ... and then going down on 
Cecelia. Her velvety black muff. 


Mr Darland says he wants to ‘see 
Cecelia. He wants Nicole to bring her 
round. Tomorrow? And then it is time 
for Nicole to go to her appointment. 
Mr Alming. One of Mr Darland’s 
business acquaintances. PR work. That 
was why Nicole had the schoolgirl 
outfit on. For Mr Alming. Nicole has 
been to Mr Alming twice before and 
for that second time he asked for the 
schoolgirl uniform. And again today. 


Mr Darland grins. ‘You can’t put those 
wet things on, the knickers and bra. So 
you'll have to put the uniform on 
without them. But Idon’t suppose that 
George Alming will object. Eh? No 
knickers and bra. I think there’re a 
another pair of socks in the house. 
He'll want the knee socks. But no 
knickers won’t be a problem.’ 


That presumably was why Mr Darland 
made her go in like that: an excuse to 
send her to Mr Alming without 
underwear. A little joke. He laughs 
when she accuses him of this. Would I 
do that?’ Nicole squeals as Mr Darland 
grabs her cunt. 


‘You can tell him you’ve got no pants 
on and you're all hot and ready for it. A 
hot and randy schoolgirl.’ 


He pulls her up on the lounger seat, 
still holding her cunt. He begins 
rubbing her up again. ‘Don’t!’ she 
squeals, but doesn’t try to stop him. 
Maybe Mr Darland will bring her 
properly off this time. But he doesn’t. 
He does the same as before. Gets her 
really going and then stops. Pushes her 
off the seat. 


‘You'd better get going. Mr Alming'll 
be getting desperate.’ 


‘You .. you ...’ Nicole gasps. You're 
really awful.’ She stumbles towards the 
little pile of clothes and put them on. 
In the house she finds a pair of knee 
socks. Probably she could find 
knickers and bra too but obviously Mr 
Darland doesn’t want her to. 


Cecelia with Mr. Alming, in a 
schoolgirl uniform. 


In the bathroom Nicole, looking in the 
mirror, puts on the school tie and then 
some lipstick. Then with the door 
locked she sticks her hand up under 
her skirt. She groans as her fingers find 
her clit. She is all aroused and she has 
to. She thinks of Cecelia. Cecelia doing 
PR work. Perhaps not happy, not at 
first at least, but doing it anyway 
because she needs the money. Cecelia 
with Mr. Alming, in a schoolgirl 
uniform. And then herself and Cecelia. 
The two of them really steamy. Going 
down on each other. 


Nicole, standing by the mirror, legs 


spread and fingers sensuously going at 
it, stifles her urgent wail as she comes. 


* * * 


Nicole brings this Cecelia round the 


next afternoon and she is nice. A 
beautiful girl with a ripe, sensuous 
mouth and huge liquid black eyes, as 
tall as Nicole but with a rounder, riper 
body in her pink summer dress. She 
has a smooth dusky complexion and 
her lustrous thick hair is tied with a 
wide white ribbon. She is wearing 
large gold ear-rings and has put on 
some glossy pink lipstick, no doubt 
hoping to look sophisticated. 

She smiles shyly at Vince Darland who 
immediately feels hot for her. He takes 
them outside to the pool. It is another 
great pool afternoon, sultry but sunny. 
He has put some cushions by the tiled 
surround and now goes to get a bottle 
of wine and glasses. 


‘Nicole likes to sunbathe in the 
altogether, don’t you Nicole?’ he says 
for a starter. Nicole giggles and says 
no. The two girls are sitting on the 
cushions. Cecelia produces another 
shy smile. 


‘Yes she does,’ Vince says, opening the 
bottle. ‘And what about Cecelia? We’d 
both like to see if she’s that super 
colour all over. Well maybe Nicole has 
seen but I haven't.” 


Tm too shy for that,’ Cecelia says with 
a nervous giggle. 


Vince sits down with them. He feels a 
strong desire to get Cecelia’s clothes 
off. To see those super tits with their 
big dark nipples that are bulging out 
the front of her dress. To see her 
velvety black muff. 


As she does Vince is sliding the 
pink skirt further back. His hands 
on Cecelia’s knees push them 
apart. 


‘No you're not,’ he says. ‘I know you're 
not.’ he reaches for the hem of the pink 
dress which is knee-length and slides it 
back a couple of inches. Cecelia looks 
at him and sips her drink. Vince pushes 
the skirt back further and Nicole 
giggles. Vince grins and leans towards 
Nicole, to whisper to her. She giggles 
again and rolls her eyes, then gets up 
on her knees. She pushes Cecelia 
down on her back on the cushions and 
bending down kisses the pink- 
lipsticked mouth. As she does Vince is 
sliding the pink skirt further back. His 
hands on Cecelia’s knees push them 
apart. At the top of the coffee-cream 
inner thighs there is the brief crotch of 
white knickers. He lets go of one knee 
and slides his hand up. Cecelia yelps 
but Nicole has her pinned down. The 
shapely legs struggle as Vince’s hand 
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slides right up. To cup the crotch of 
Cecelia’s knickers. 


Vince lets go almost immediately, and 
pulls Nicole off of Cecelia. He pulls 
Nicole close and gives her an 
aggressive kiss, while eyeing the other 
girl. She is struggling into a sitting 
position again, flush-faced, pulling 
down the pink dress. Cecelia meets 
Vince’s gaze ... and forces a smile. She 
is all hot and flustered from the sudden 
assault. Nicole’s kissing and even more 
Mr Darland’s hand up between her 
legs, feeling her cunt. 


Vince, still holding Nicole, says, 
“You're really great. Lovely. Are you 
going to take your things off now? Let 
us see what you’ve got. I can give you 
a job, because you’re so super 
looking.’ 

Cecelia is not at all keen to take her 
clothes off. Also not really sure about 
this job. She does want a job and what 
Mr Darland will pay, what Nicole gets, 
is really great. But she is not too sure 
what the job involves, Nicole has been 
somewhat vague. There is the clerical 
side of course but this other business, 
the PR, Nicole has been pretty vague 
about that. But Cecelia really would 
like the money. 


T don't know,’ Cecelia says weakly. 
She doesn’t want to take her clothes 
off. Especially after Mr Darland has felt 
her cunt like that. It was a real shock, 


being grabbed by Nicole and then Mr 
Darland’s hand up there, feeling her 
cunt. 


Then he catches you and gives you 
both a spanking. 


‘Look,’ Vince says, letting go of Nicole. 
“You're going to have to take your 
clothes off anyway. Both of you. I want 
the two of you in the schoolgirl outfits. 
I'm going to shoot some video film. 
You two are schoolgirls, sixth- 
formers, staying with one girl’s uncle 
and you get a bit wild when you're left 
on your own. Drinking and smoking. 
Then he catches you and gives you 
both a spanking. He takes your 
knickers down and spanks your bare 
bums. And then gives you both a 
caning too. OK?’ 


Nicole gives a mock-horror shriek. ‘Oh 
I hate cane!’ 


Vince slaps her. Tll give you it extra 
hard if you make that noise, Nicole. 
But I expect Pll be nice and gentle 
with Cecelia’s lovely bum.’ 


Cecelia doesn’t look too happy but 
doesn’t refuse either. If she wants the 
job she’s going to have to do it, and it’s 
both of them. Safety in numbers 
perhaps. Mr Darland is going into the 
house. He comes back with some 
clothes ... and a cane. 


Vince is all eyes as Cecelia undresses, 
her ripe, dusky body appearing from 
under the pink dress and a white slip. 
In the brief white knickers with a 
matching bra enclosing her surging 
tits. Everything has got to come off, he 
says. 


But Vince of course doesn’t want 
that. He wants to see, to have a 
good look. 


Because there are knickers and bras 
with the outfits. Cecelia is not happy 
but has to do it. She wants to hide her 
big nude tits with the dark, ripe 
nipples. And she wants to hide the 
thick bush of curling black pussy hair. 
But Vince of course doesn’t want that. 
He wants to see, to have a good look. 
He makes Cecelia stand up straight 
and take her hands away. He also 
wants to get his hands on the 
merchandise. 

Cecelia yelps as his hands reach for her 
tits. Don't be silly,’ Vince says huskily, 
turned on by the fact she’s shy and 
doesn’t want it. Nicole, nude too now, 
gets gigglingly in the act by grabbing 
Cecelia’s arms from behind. So that 
Vince can have a really good feel. 
Cecelia squeals ... and then a bigger 


squeal because one hand has slid 
down. To take hold of the furry bulge 
of her sex. She struggles but Nicole has 
a firm grip on her. Nicole’s nude tits 
‘are pressed excitingly into Cecelia’s 
bare back. Cecelia bucks her hips but 


Mr Darland’s hand won't let go. It is in 
between her legs holding her cunt. 
Two fingers have slid inside the lips. 
the hand won't let go ... and suddenly 
she burst into tears. 


With a final grope Vince does let go. 
“We're only having a bit of fun, Cecelia. 
Don’t take on.’ That’s enough for the 
moment. ‘Come on then, get your 
things on both of you.’ 


Cecelia is trembling and tearful still. 
Nicole, hot and excited, slides her 
hand over Cecelia’s ripe bottom. Both 
girls begin to get dressed. 


* * * 


The two of them have been rolling 
about in a tipsy manner on the 
cushions. Nicole has been pawing 
Cecelia. 


Cecelia and Nicole in the schoolgirl 
uniforms are sittting on the cushions 
at the side of the pool. One wine bottle 
is almost empty and another is only 
half full. Who has drunk all that wine? 
Both girls are giggly now. Vince gives 
them cigarettes. Cecelia who doesn’t 
smoke has a coughing fit when she 
tries it, sending Nicole into a stream of 
hysterical laughter. The two of them 
have been rolling about in a tipsy 
manner on the cushions. Nicole has 
been pawing Cecelia, getting her 
hands accidentally on purpose on the 
other girls boobs and thighs and 
Cecelia hasn’t seemed to mind. Vince 
has been shooting some of the action 
with his video camera. 


Now he tells them, ‘OK. Time for the 
smacked bottoms. Get up both of you. 
Pm going to take your knickers down 
and spank your bare bums.’ 


They make wailing sounds but get up. 
Vince has put the camera on a tripod 
by the end of the pool, facing two 
dining chairs. The girls have to bend 
over with their hands on the seats. 


‘I expect you'll enjoy it, Vince tells 
Cecelia. ‘Some girls really love having 
their bare bottoms smacked by a 
bloke. Don’t they Nicole?’ i 

Nicole yelps, “Not me!” Cecelia 
doesn't say anything. She is feeling 
slightly queasy from the wine. A bit 
lightheaded, but Cecelia isn't drunk, 
she knows what is happening. Mr 
Darland has flipped her skirt up and is 
pulling her knickers down. His hands 
on her bare bottom. Yes, a 
lightheaded, fainty feeling and it's not 
only the wine and that cigarette. 


Cecelia's nude bottom is trembling as 
Mr Darland's hands fondle it. She 
knows what his hand is going to do. 


'Nnngeghhhh.... 


The hand has slid in between her legs. 
At Cecelia's pussy. She shudders as he 
strokes it, but she doesn’t struggle this 
time. Just that whimpering sound but 
letting it happen. The fainty feeling as 
the fingers slide in her wet slit. Is she 
going to faint ... or perhaps be sick ...? 


Then the hand is out of there. To 
immediately start smacking Cecelia’s 
bare bottom. Sharp, crisp spanks that 
hurt, especially in her shivery, shaky 
state. Smacks that really sting. 


Vince gives Cecelia’s bottom a good 
going over and then.he works on 
Nicole. Nicole makes a lot of noise, 
more than strictly necessary, but tones 
it down when she is told she'll get a 
caning if she doesn’t shut up. Vince 
goes back to Cecelia again. More 
spanking ... and more feels at that hot 
thing between her legs. 


And then they are told to go back to 
the cushions. This time Mr Darland 
wants some action. Girl action. The 
two of them together. ‘Nicole knows 
what I mean.’ 


‘Ooooh!, she squeals. ‘Naughty!’ But 
Nicole doesn’t need a second 
invitation. Sliding over onto Cecelia. 
‘Oooh Cecelia. He’s making us do it.’ 


Her big doe-like eyes meet Vince’s 
as Nicole pushes her back on the 
cushion and starts to unbutton her 
blouse. 


Cecelia looks up at Mr Darland. She is 
undeniably hot now. The wine and 
that spanking. And Mr Darland’s hand 
at her pussy. Cecelia is hot and 
aroused and ready for Nicole. Her big 
doe-like eyes meet Vince’s as Nicole 
pushes her back on the cushion and 
starts to unbutton her blouse. Pulling 
it open and then pulling the bra off of 
Cecelia’s big, ripe tits. Still looking at 
Mr Darland as Nicole’s head comes 
down and her mouth takes in one of 
the large erect nipples. 

Cecelia whimpers as Nicole sucks 
greedily. She knows that after Nicole it 
will be Mr Darland. And Cecelia wants 
it, she is hot for it. Nicole’s sucking 
mouth is sending exquisite shudders 
through her. She feels as if she can 
come with just Nicole’s sucking. 
Come and then .. come with Mr 
Darland. With whatever he wants to 


do to her. 


Afterwards they are in the water. All 
three. The girls with one or two items 
of uniform still on: opened blouses but 
no bras; ties still hanging round their 
necks; and knickers, clinging 
transparently, still in place at first but 
not for long. Mr Darland is in his 
swimming trunks. 


They are all having a great time. After 
having a great time on the cushions. 
On the cushions Nicole brought 
Cecelia off twice, and then Cecelia did 
it for Nicole, with her face between 
Nicole’s thighs. And Mr Darland 
getting in the action too, with his 
hands and kissing them, kissing them 
all over. But Mr Darland hasn’t come 
yet. So it is only fair that in the water ... 
And only fair that Cecelia who’s the 
new girl and needs to show she’s got 
what it takes to do PR work. 


Cecelia is ready to do it. Hot to do it. In 
the shallow end of the pool in the 
warm blue water. Nicole makes her do 
it but Cecelia wants to anyway. Nicole 
tugging down Mr Darland’s trunks and 
Cecelia takes it wetly in her mouth. 
The big thing that for a second she 
wonders if she can get in her mouth. 
But she can. It is filling her mouth. She 
begins ... to slide the thick flesh in and 
out. 


She has done it. Her initiation. 


Yes they are having a great time. 
Cecelia is having a great time. 
Afterwards perhaps when she has 
cooled down, is not so hot, and the 
wine’s effect has worn off, she may 
possibly have second thoughts. But 
she has done it. Her initiation. PR 
work. And it won’t seem too bad 
afterwards. Don’t think about it too 
much afterwards. It’s just a job, this PR 
work. And a very well paid job. 


END 
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MISFORTUNES OF JANE: 


Biting her lip Jane makes herself 
stand still, although she is shaking. 
Her whole body trembling. Standing 
here in this room in her schoolgirl 
outfit and not too sure if she might 
start crying or something. Because Mr 
Milport ... is that Mike. Mike Vulker. 


They didn’t tell her this, that it was 
going to be Mike to shoot the story. 
That it would be Mike waiting for her 
in this flat in south London. Mike who 
was so awful on Grand Canary. She 
should have asked who was going to 
be in the shots. Before coming here. 
Then she could have refused, said she 
wasn’t going to do anything else with 
Mike. Jane had assumed he was still 
out there. Grand Canary. He lived 
there, didn’t he? Out there in that 
super tropical sunshine. He should be 
out there. Looking for girls perhaps 


- ... But instead he is here. 
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Jane’s heart gives a big thump as the 
door opens. Yes it is Mike. And he 
has put on a black academic gown 
over his shirt and trousers. Plus he is 
carrying a camera and tripod. That is 
another thing. There is no one else 
here. It perhaps wouldn’t be so bad if 
there was someone else:. a 
photographer, Bill Rawlins perhaps. 
But thre isn’t. Mike is going to shoot it 
himself, with his tripod. 


He stands the tripod to one side and 
turns to Jane. 


‘I liked the story. It was really good. 
That Richard writes a good story — 
but of course he did it with you, eh 
Jane. You telling him all the details. 
Mr Milport.” 


Whispers about what he would do to a 
girl if he got the chance. 


Jane shakes her head in a vague way. 
She is not really sure herself how 
much of that story is real and how 
much is fantasy. The Mr Milport 
character is real (though his name has 
been changed of course). With the 
whispers at school. Whispers about 
what he would do to a girl if he got the 
chance. And Jane did have to go back 


to see him about a reference for ajob. 
But then ... what happened. 


In her mind Jane can see those things 
happening. Mr Milport doing those 
things to her. Spanking her bare 
bottom. And caning her. As in the 
whispers. And the other. Doing that 
other at his house. 


Mike has hold of her now. Jane is 
pulled tight in against him and one 
hand is groping her bottom. Mike's 
big hand. Mr Milport's hand. 

“We're going to shoot the second 
part,’ his voice in Jane's ear says. 
‘Round at Mr Milport’s house. That 
second visit you had to make. That 
was when he really went to work on 
you. Mmm?’ 


‘Stand up straight,’ Mike/Mr Milport 
says. 


Wearing her white short-sleeved 
blouse with a tie and a short navy 
skirt. Her long bare legs ending in 
white ankle socks and trainers. 


He is sitting on the small armchair and 
Jane is standing close in front of him. 
Wearing her white short-sleeved 
blouse with a tie and a short navy 
skirt. Her long bare legs ending in 
white ankle socks and trainers. Jane’s 
head has a confused, dizzy feeling. 
Mike ... Mr Milport ... The story ... 
and what actually happened. What is 
happening. Is she in Mr Milport's 
house? 


‘You could have worn something 
smarter, Miss. Those trainers aren't 
very smart. If a girl was making an 
effort to impress she would have worn 
something smarter than that. Smart 
high heels. With a suspender belt. 
Don’t you think, Jane?’ 


She mumbles something. 


Mr Milport laughs. ‘And I daresay ifa 
girl was really trying to impress ... 
Really trying to get a good reference 

. she would perhaps have come 


RETURN TO MR MILPORT 


without her knickers. Shall we just 
check that? Lift your skirt Miss.’ . 


Jane's mouth feels dry. As if she 
maybe is going to be sick. But she 
can't be sick, she didn't eat any 
breakfast today. Couldn't face any, 
not with this second visit to Mr 
Milport this morning and knowing 
that he plans to cane her again. Her 
hands have taken hold of the skirt's 
hem and she is sliding it up. To show 
her soft bare thighs to Mr Milport. 
Bare, vulnerable soft flesh. 


“Higher up,’ Mr Milport tells her. 
‘And come in closer.’ 


Jane has knickers on of course. She 
wouldn’t come here without any on. 
She could never do that. Unless 
perhaps Mr Milport told her to. If he 
told Jane she wouldn’t get the 
reference if she didn’t come round to 
his place with no knickers on. What 
would she have done then? She needs 
the reference. Maybe she would have 
come without them. But he didn’t say 
it. He did say he was going to cane her 
though. 

Jane’s skirt is right up now. To reveal 
the tight, figure-hugging navy 
knickers. Hugging the firm bulge of 
her pussy right above where her bare 
thighs begin. Mr Milport’s eyes 
immediately fix on the bulge. His eyes 
attracted like a magnet. 


‘Come on. Closer.’ 


Jane shuffles forward, to stand 
between Mr Milport’s spread legs. | 
With her skirt still held high, round 
her waist. He is going to ... 


That Mr Milport would feel a girl’s 
pussy. As well as spanking her bare 
bottom and caning her 


Although she is half expecting it 
Jane’s breath gasps out. As the hand 
takes hold of her. Cuping her pussy in 
the tight-stretched navy knickers. His 
hand there is like an electric shock. 
The whispers at school, some of them, 
included this. That Mr Milport would 
feel a girl’s pussy. As well as spanking 


her bare bottom and caning her | 
would get his hand on her pus 
although Jane hadn't really believed 
it. And he hadn’t done it the other 
time, in the Head’s study. It was one 
thing he hadn’t done. But now ... 


‘Have it from that Ian last night, did 
you Miss? His stiff prick up here?’ 


‘Nnnnnnggghhh ...’ 


The meaningless sound popping out 
from her soft lips. His hand is there 
intimately holding her pussy and 
there is nothing Jane can do except 
stand and let him do it. 


‘I asked you a question. Did you 
Jane?’ 


No Jane didn’t do anything with Ian 
last night. She didn’t see him. Jane 
tries to tell Mr Milport this but he 
won't believe her. Or pretends he 
doesn’t. 


“No, Pm sure you did, Jane. I know 
you do it all the time. You can’t keep 
away from it. You’re crazy for it, eh? 
To have that thing up you.’ 


Mr Milport is saying these awful 
things while he continues holding 
Jane’s pussy. Sliding his fingers in 
between her legs now, rubbing a 
finger along the line of her slit. She is 
close to tears, and also close to having 
her legs give way so that she will slide 
in a shuddering heap onto the floor. 


The fingers keep working at her. But 
first a good hard spanking. 


‘And because of that, Jane dear, 
we're going to need an extra go with 
the cane. A double dose I think. Yes,’ 
The fingers keep working at her. ‘But 
first a good hard spanking. Turn 
round and Pll take your knickers 
down. I’m always ready to assit a 
pretty girl by getting her knickers 
down.’ 


Mr Milport has finally taken his hand 
away. Both hands are turning her. So 
that Jane’s now hot and somewhat 
aroused pussy is facing away. But her 
botom isn’t of course; Jane’s bottom 
is very much in the action area. 

Mr Milport’s thumbs have inserted 
into the waistband of the tight little 
knickers. He is stugging them down. 
To bare Jane’s flinching bottom. His 
hands do some groping. It is pretty 
awful — but it could be worse. With 
her knickers down it is not only Jane’s 
bottom that is bare. Her pussy is too. 
Mr Milport could be groping and 
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squeezing that. So it could be worse. 
Any anyway ... 


Mr Milport’s big hand is coming 
down. Slamming with . breath- 
stopping force into the soft bare flesh. 


Anyway Jane is shortly over his lap. 
Lying face-down across those big 
thighs. And Mr Milport’s big hand is 
coming down. Slamming with breath- 
stopping force into the soft bare flesh. 
Jerking desperate yelps from her 
trembling mouth. And there are.tears 
now. Jane’s cheeks wet with hot salt 
tears. 


She struggles, but only feebly and in 
an automatic response. There is no 
way she can prevent or get away from 
what is happening. The hand is 
continuing to slam down. Jane’s poor 
bottom is red hot. Raw. But Mr 
Milport won't stop. 


He does stop eventually, Mr Milport's 
hand stops cracking down. And 
instead it goes in between Jane’s legs. 
She is all wet. Perspiration possibly, 
from the desperation of what has been 


happening? Or possibly it is the other. 
That is what Mr Milport chooses to 
think. 


‘You’re all wet, Jane darling. Like a 
nice bit of spanking, do you? Gets you 
all hot and excited, doeg,it?’ 


* * * 


But there is still the caning to come. 
Six strokes of that diabolical cane, Mr 
Milport has said. The same as 
yesterday. And yesterday that 
caning was impossible. Six killing 
strokes across her bare bottom. It is 
an entirely different world of pain to a 
spanking. Even a spanking as awful as 
the one she’s just had. That was why 
Jane couldn’t face any breakfast: the 
thought ofthat impossible cane across 
her bare bottom again. That cane 
which now is in Mr Milport’s hand 
again. 


Jane shakes her head. Standing again 
now, with her skirt held up and her 
knickers still down round her knees 
and her bottom bright red from the 
spanking. Unable to face the thought 


ofthat cane. But she doesn’t have any 
choice. She has come round here. To 
get the reference — and to get the 
caning. One goes with the other. She 
could have not come — but that 
would mean no reference. Jane has 
come. Which means ... a 
“Take the knickers right off. And then 
get up on the chair. Kneeling on the 
seat. With your bottom nicely out, to 
make a nice target.’ 


Jane shakes her head again. Her 
pretty blonde head is in a daze. But 
she’s got to go through with it. She 
knows that. And she is fumblingly 
pulling down the knickers. Stepping 
awkwardly out of them. And then ... 
up on the chair. 


‘Right over. Come on, head down. I 
want you with your hands right down 
on the floor.’ 


Mr Milport is tucking her skirt up 
round her waist ... And then pushing 
her knees apart ... to further expose 
her pussy. 


“A moan of desperation from Jane. 


Her head is hanging down over the 
back of the chair, her blonde hair 
tumbling round her face, and she has 
her hands flat on the carpet. This 
dreadful position means she is 
completely exposed. Mr Milport is 
tucking her skirt up round her waist ... 
And then pushing her knees apart ... 
to further expose her pussy. His hand 
slides onto it. 


“Yes, a nice touch of the cane, Miss. 
Will that make you hot too? Hot and 
wet? Let’s see, shall we?’ 


‘No!’ she yelps, from down there close 
to the floor. At this last moment there 
is the panicky thought that she really 
can’t take it. She’ll do without the 
reference but she can’t take another 
session of the cane. 


But even as Jane thinks this the cane 
zips in. Slicing smoothly through the 
air. Accelerating. And then its 


smooth motion brought to an abrupt 
halt as it meets this solid barrier which 
is Jane’s bare bottom. Solid but 
resilient young flesh which gives with 
the force of the impact, but can only 
yield so much, perhaps a quarter of an 


inch. And in that quarter of an inch all 
of the cane’s energy is given up. 
Generating heat and of course pain. 
Heat that feels white hot. Pain that 
feels ... like something that is quite 
impossible to take. 

< 


Jane's stricken bottom jerks. 
Writhes. As her frantic cry bursts out. 


* * * 


Two more slice in. Mr Milport with 
one hand on the back of Jane’s head 
keeping her in position. Since that 
first impossible stroke she has been 
trying to say she can't take any more, 
she doesn’t want the reference. Not if 
it means ... this. But the words aren’t 
really coming out. And anyway Mr 
Milport doesn’t want to know that. 
What he wants is the heady pleasure 
of caning this pretty girl who has been 
there, tantalisingly off-limits, week 
after week in his class. Who now ... is 
in his power. 

But he stops after three. Stops for the 
moment. The three juicy cuts have 
definitely got him going. He is putting 
the cane down. 


‘Come on, you can get your head up 
now. A little break ...” 


Mr Milport is hauling her back up 
from the floor. Jane is still kneeling on 
the chair but now pulled into a more 
upright position. She has the feeling 
of not really knowing where she is, of 
scarcely knowing who she is. There is 
only that excruciating, red-hot 
throbbing on her poor bottom. But 
after some seconds (or minutes? She 
doesn’t know) her mind does begin to 
fucus. And her eyes ... At first Jane’s 
eyes can’t take it in. And then slowly 
... Mr Milport ... 


He is standing close in front of her. 
His big bulk filling her view. The 
gown Mr Milport has put on is open, 
pulled back. Under it ... his trousers 
are open too. Unzipped. And 
whatever garment there is 
underneath is pulled open, or down, 
Jane’s widening blue eyes cannot 
identify these details. What her wide 
eyes do unequivocally identify is there 
in centre view and only inches away. 
Mr Milport's thing. Erect. Purple 
headed. It is quite bare. It isj 
enormous. | 
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‘OK Janey? If you didn’t have that Ian 
last night, like you say ... you 
probably feel like a bit of fun. Right? 
Just... 


Mr Milport tells Jane what he wants. 
It is pretty obvious what he wants. As 
he pushes his hips forward. That final 
inch or so between himself and Jane’s 
face. She opens her mouth to protest. 
No! No ... But clearly opening her 
mouth is not a good idea. She 
splutters. 


Now to be taken in a straddle-legged 
position, her legs through the spaces 
under the chair’s arms. 


Afterwards Jane has to have the 
remainder of the caning. After she 
has gaggingly taken Mr Milport in her 
mouth. The three more cuts of the 
cane that are still to come. Now to be 
taken in a straddle-legged position, 
her legs through the spaces under the 
chair’s arms. With her head again 
bent forward and down. It is a 
position in which she is more exposed 
than ever. Everything wide open. But 
it is her bottom that is the only 
concern to her. Jane’s already 
suffering bottom. Which has to take 
the three more killing cuts of the cane. 


Again that feeling of not knowing 
where she is, her mind aware only of 
her scorching bottom. Like a 
thousand bee-stings. The angry pain 
pulsating. Throbbing. 


‘Wha ... What ...?’ 


‘Did you get the reference? Did pretty 
Janey get the reference from that bad 
Mr Milport?’ 


* * * 


‘Wha... Wha ...!” 


She is desperately trying to focus her 
mind. To get it off the hot hurt in her 
bottom. What did he say? And it 
IS 


It is Mike. It is Mike who has been 
caning her. Big Mike in the black 
schoolteacher’s gown. Because 
anyway Mr Milport didn’t wear a 
gown like that, did he? She doesn’t 
think so. Yes it is Mike. Of course. 
She came to the flat and there was 
Mike, to shoot the story. Mr Milport. 


She is standing between Mike’s legs. 
He is sitting on the chair. The one she 
was caned over. The chair with the 
arms that Jane had to put her feet 
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through, to spread her legs wide. 


I bet he wanted something else first, 
eh? 


‘I said did you get the reference. After 
Mr Milport had whipped you with the 
cane. Did he give you a good 
reference? But I bet he wanted 
something else first, eh? A nice fuck. 
That's not in the story but I bet he did. 
Once he’d got you round at his house. 
I bet that was his main object, to give 
you a nice hot fuck.” 


‘No. No...’ Jane's mind is still only 


‚half focussing; it still would like to 


concentrate only on the throbbing 
heat in her bottom. Mr Milport ... 
what did he do? He didn't ... do that? 


Mike is pulling her close. His hand 
bending her head down, to his face. 
Kissing her. Jane gags as his tongue 


thrusts deep in her mouth. Like ... 


“that other. The other that he made 


her do earlier. She was choking with 
it. His mouth comes away. 


‘I bet he did. You just don’t want to 
admit it, Janey. You let that Mr 
Milport have a fuck. For your 
reference.” 


“No! No I never ...' 


But Mike doesn't want to believe 
that. He wants to belive Jane did fuck 
Mr Milport, even though it's not in 
the story. 

“Yes Janey. And even though it's not 
in the story, the one that’s going in the 
mag, we can have our own private 
ending to the story, can’t we? In this 
story there is a fuck. Jane does fuck 
Mr Milport. And so ... we’ve got to do 
that part as well. OK?’ 


“No! No... 000 ...!” 


“Yes! We won’tshoot it. It won't be on 
film. It'll just be our own ending. Jane 
and that awful Mr Milport. Come on.’ 


Jane will get her reference. She gives a 
shuddering moan as she feels it. His 
thing. 


She is protesting but of course it 
doesn’t do any good. Mike, standing 
now, is undoing his trousers. Or Mr 
Milport is. Jane has got to bend over 
the chair. Lying herself over the seat. 
So that Mike/Mr Milport can come at 
her from behind. So that Jane will get 
her reference. She gives a shuddering 
moan as she feels it. His thing. She has 
had it before from Mike of course. On 
Grand Canary. But not from Mr 
Milport. Mr Milport didn’t do it. 
Didn’t fuck her. But he is now. 
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